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her mother's fingers away, dropped her spoon and stared at
him with fascinated wonder, "and so I can speak plainly to
you, my girl. The truth is—you've never grown up! You're
behaving like a woman who's never lived with a man. It's—
yes, I've made up my mind to say it and I will say it—you've
grown into an unnatural old maid, Jenny, and it's because
of that, because of your not living with him as a woman ought
to live with an honest man who loves her, that you can keep
up a silly quarrel with him like this! I begin to think that it
was this old-maidishness of yours and not your wild notions
of women's rights that drove Tom Dearth away. You're a big-
oted old maid, Jenny—that's what you are, and Pm ashamed
of you I I've been thinking of this all the week. It's because
you've not lived with Cask, as a woman should, I tell you, that
you are acting in this obstinate, wicked way. You're only half
a woman. If you'd"—here he did give a glance round him
and pull himself up—"if you'd gone to bed with the man,
Jenny, this old-maidish silliness would never have	"
But Mrs. Dearth had leapt forward with her hands
clenched. "Father!" she cried; and the extremity of her in-
dignation so scared the child at the table that she began to cry
and hid her face against Wizzie's shoulder. "How can you,
how dare you, say these things to me? Isn't it you who've al-
ways told me, since I was her age"—and she pointed at the sob-
bing Lovie—"that real love had no need of—of what you're
talking about ? Isn't it you who've always said that when two
people love—oh, it's too much, it's too much, for you to turn
against me. I've expected it from the rest—yes! and Fve had
it, too, all these cruel months, from those nearest to me"—and
she swept her blazing eyes across Wizzie's averted face—"but
that you, you from whom I've learnt what real, pure, spiritual
love is, should now"—and she pressed her clenched fists
against her mouth, while her bosom heaved with deep dry
sobs.
"I—tell—you—you unhappy girl," brought out the little
man, taking his hand from the table and raising himself auto-
matically on his toes, "I tell you, you've misunderstood me all
along—like everybody else. What I say is that we must free
our souls from all these material things. While we're on earth
our bodies must have their natural satisfaction, but this doesn't
touch the soul. It's nothing to the soul. The soul has no part

